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The Hiflorie of 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And fhew’d thou makeft fyme tender of my life. 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prin. O God, they did me too much iniuric, 

Thateuer faid, l harkened foryour death. 

If it we: e fo, / might hauc let alone 
The intuiting hand of Douglas oner you, 

Which would haue bene as fpcedy in your end. 

As all the poifonous potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your fonne. 

King. Make vp to Clifton, He to S. Nicholas Gawfcy. Evit to 
Enter Hot fur. ’ 

Hot. 1 f I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Prin, T hou fpeakft.as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Trin. Why,then /fee a very valiant rcbell of thatnamej 
/am the Prince of Wales.and thinke not ; Pcrcv, 

To ftiare with me in glory any more; 

Two ftars keepe not their motion in one fphere, 

N or can one England brooke a double raigne 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. NoWjihall it, Harry? for the houre is come, 

T o end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armes, were now as great as mine. 

Trin, /le make it greater, e're I part fromxhee. 

And all the budding honours on thy creft, 

He crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight: Enter F alflaiffe. 

Tml. Wei! laid, Ha I, to it, Hal . Nayyou (hall find no boves 
play here, I can tell you. 




Enter T>oug/as t he fight eth with Fa/(htlffe,befa£s 
downe at if he were dead, the Prince 
ktlietb Percy. 

■Hot .Oh Harry, thou haft rob ’d me of ray youth, 
/better brooke the Ioffe of brittle life, 

T hen thofe proud titles thou haft won of me. 




Henry the fourth. 

They wound my thoughts, worfe then thyfword my flcfti: 

Rut thought’s thellaue of life, and life times foolc, 

And timethat takes furuay of all the world, 

Muft haue a ftop. O, I could prophetic, 

But that the earth and cold hand of death 
Lies on ray tongue: no Percy, thou art duft 

AO jY^°For wormes , braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
ill wean'd ambition, how much art thou thruncke? 

When that this body did containea fpirit, 

A kingdorae for it was too fmall a bound, 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 

Is roorae inough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Bcares not ahuc (o flout a gentleman. 

Jf thou wertfenfib'e of curtefie, 

I fhould not make fo great a (hew of zealct 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe lie thankc my fclfe. 

Fordoing thefe faire rites of tenderneffe. 

Adiew.and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in thegrauc, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph, 

He (pieth F alflaiffe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance! could not all this flefh 
Keepe in a fittfc life ? poore lacke, farewell, 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

0, 1 fhould haue a heauy miffe of thee. 

If I were much in lour with vanitie: 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though m ny dearer, in this bloody fray. 

/nbowel d will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, m blood by noble Percy lie. Exit. 

' ( F alflaiffe rifeth vp. 

Ed. Tnbowel’d? if thou inbowell me to day , ilc giue you leaue 
pov% er mec and eatc me too to' morrow. Zblood , t’was time 
o counterfet , or that hot termagant Scot had paid mee fcot and 
00 * Counterfet ? I lie , / am no counterfet : to die is to be a 
cr et , for hee is but the counterfet of a man, who hath not 
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